an attempt to escape from himself, he clung to the first
person whom chance had sent across his path.
" Have you been in Frankfurt, too ? Are you also
going home ? Good I It seems to me—haven't we
made this journey together once before ? What have you
been doing in Frankfurt ? En joying yourself? Have you
run away from your pyrazolon derivatives ? " he asked,
vacantly and hastily, in his urgent need of speech. His
voice was hoarse and strange. He cleared his throat
angrily.
" Tell me something. Tell me what you have been
doing all day," he demanded, in the impatient tone of
the examiner. " I have been through a terrible time,"
he added—it escaped him involuntarily. " Now I should
like to know what other people have been doing, while
I mySelf	»
He broke off, became distracted, and did not listen to
Helene's answer. Then for a long time he said nothing.
The conversation of two women who were discussing
the price of eggs filled the compartment.
** How did I get into the fourth ckss ? " asked Ambrosius
resentfully, tapping the wooden bench on which he was
sitting. Helene, plunged deep in her maze of troubles,
was forced to smile. Ambrosius saw this smile. He
observed it with a sudden attention, as though he had
only just discovered it. It was a wonderful smile, fleet-
ing, sad, secret and wise. Suddenly Helene Willfiier was
beautiful.
" You have done your hair differently ? " asked Am-
brosius. " You look so changed. For a moment I dida't
think it could be you. And so you have spent a happy
day in Frankfurt ? I seem to be talking a lot of rubbish,"
he said—for his phrases sounded to him as though they
were spoken in fever. Helene looked at him and was silent
What have they done to you ? she thought to berselE

